
The Tragedie of 

T[crt b. Reproach and dcfolution hangeth ouer him* 
He hath not Money for thefe Irilh Waives, 
Hishurthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But bv the robbing of the banifhtDuke. 

T{}rtb; His noble kinfman moft degenerate King t 
But Lords, we heare this fearefull tcinpeft fing, 

Yet feeke no (Reiter to auoyde the ftomrc; 

We fee the Winde fit fore vpon our Sayles, 

And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh. ; 

Koffe. We fee the very Wrackethatwemuft fuffer. 

And vnauoy'dedfs the danger now, ; - . 

por fuffering fo the caufes ofour wracks. 

North. Not fo,cuen through the hollow eyes of death,. 

I efpie life peering •, but I d are not fay, 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wit. Nay let vs fhare thy thbuglits/as thou doft ourSi 
Rope. Be confident to fpealce Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe 5 and fpeaking fo, 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus; Il&ue from LtTort'BUn 
(ABay in 'Brittle) receiude intelligence. 

That Harry Duke ofHerfordc, RaynoldL.Cobharii; 
That late broke from theDukc of Exeter 
His brother Archbifhop late of Canterbury , 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir IohnRamftOn, _ . . 

SirIohnNorbery,tir Robert Watertoh,ScFrariCis Comes, 

All thefe, well fuinilhed by the Duke of Rrittaind,' • . 

With eight tall Ships.threc thoufand men of Warrc, 

Are making hither with all due expedience. 

And fhortly meane to touch our Northern more?. ,, 

Perhaps they had ere this, but thacthey flay • ; 

T he firft departing of the King for Ireland : 

If then we ifhall fliake offour Countries ftauiih yoke, 
Impe out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne the Hemillit Crowns 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters guilt, 

A nd make high Maieftie lookc like it felfe. 

Away with me in poll to Rauenfpurghi' 


King Richard the Second. 

But if you faint, as fearing todo fo 

and be fecret,andmy fclfc will n°* - , r 

S Rope. To horfc,tohorfe,vrge doubts to them that feare. 

mu*. Hold out my horfe,and I vvillfuftbe there ‘^^ 

Enter the Queene, BuPne,ani'Buoot i 
MadatrijVour Maieftie is too much fadde* 

You promift when you parted with the King, 

To lay afide halfe-harmingheauineflc. 

And entertaine a chearefull difpofition. 

Queene. To pleafe the King I did, to plcafe my felfe 
I cannot doo it *, yet I know no caufc 
Why I lhould welcome fuch a gueft as Uriete, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete a gueft, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againe me thinkes 
Some vnborne Sorrow ripein Fortunes wombe. 

Is eomming towards me and my inward foulc, 

With nothing trcmbles,at feme thing it grioies. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

'Bujh. Each fubftance of a griefe hath twenty Inadowes, 
Which Ihewes likegriefe it felfe, but is ndtfo* 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 

Deuidcsone thing entire to many obiefts. 

Like perfpeftiues, which rightly gazde vpon. 

Shew nothing but confufion.eyde awry, 

Diftinguifh forme : fo your fweete Maieftic, 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

Finde fhapes of griefe more therihimfelfe to wailc ? 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 
Of what it is not, then thrice (gracious Queene) 

More then your Lordes departure weepe not, more is not 
Or ifitbc,tis with falfeSorrowesr eyes, _ (feene, 

Which for things true, weepes things imaginarie, 

Queene. It may be fo, but yet my inward foulc 
Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad •, fo heauie fad. 

As though on thinking on no thought I thinkc, 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and ftuinke. 
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